loues labour slop 

Enter Berownewith aPaperinhishand^lone, 

Bero. The King he is hunting the Deare, 

They^haue^ iftcht aToyle,! am toyling in a pyteh, pitch that dc~ 
f. he > S fil! S lc word - Well, fcrthcedo wne lerrow; forfo- 

wit By the Lord this Lcue is as road as 

kills nice I a Hieep^ell proued a game a my fide. I will not touc, 
a, Sil : yfaitnl willnot.O bu.h« e,c*y .h. S Ugh , 
but for her b cye, I would not louc her j yes for her two eyes. 
Well, I doe nothing in the world but lye, and lye in my t troa . 

By he*auen 1 doe louc, and it hath taught me to R.me andtobe 
roallichollie'.and here is part of roy Rime and heere roy m U 
licholic WclLflie hath one a’my Sonnets already the Clowne 
bereit the fook fentir.and the Lady hath it: fwcec Clowne, 
(wetter Boole, fwceteft Lady. By the world, I vv°u Wnot care a 
pin if the other three were in. Here, comes one with a paper, 

c ^ g s;;;i g,0M - *.»*««*. 

5,r.’shotby heauentproCeede fweet fupid .thou haft thumpt. 
him with thy Birdboltvnderthe left pap : in faith {carets. 

Kin*. So fweet a kifle the golden Sunnegiucs not, 

To thole frefh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their frefh rayfc haue fmot. 

The night of dew that on roy cheekes downc Howes, 

Nor fhines the filuet Moone one halfe fo bn ght, _• j 

Throughthe tranfparantbofome of the deepe, 

Asdoththy facethroughccarcs of mine giue light 
Thou fhin’ft in euery teare that I doe weepe, 

Nq drop, but as & Coach doth carry thee :: 

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tearcs that fwell in me, 

And. they thy glory through my gtiefe will (how t ^ 


loues labours loft. 

But doenotloue thy felfe,then thou wilt keepe 
S My learcsforglalles.aod (fill make me weepe. 

O Qiigenc ofQuccnes.how taire doll thou excell. 

No thought cai tiunke. nor tongue of morcall tell. 

How (hall (he know my griefes? lie drop the paper. 

Sweet lcaucs lhadc folly. Who is he comes he,r ? 

Enter LongMle , The K ingfteps afide . 

What hongamll,. and reading : liften care. 

Ber. Now in thy likenefle, one more foolc appeared 

Lono. Ay me.Iamfoifworne. 

Ber. Why,hecomes in like a periure, wearingpapetfs. 

Lon*. In lcue I hope, fwcec fellowship infhame. 

Bert One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon. Ami thefirft, that liaue beene periur’d io ? 

Ber. I could put thee in comforc,not by two that 1 know. 
Thou makcll thetriumphery, the corner cap offocietic. 

The fliape of Loues Tiburne, that bangs vp fimplicic-ie . 

Lon. I f eare chefe ftubbom lines lack power to moue. 

O fweet Mari*, EmprefR of myLoue, 

Thefe numbers will 1 teare, and write in profe. 

Ber. ORimcsare gardson wanton Cupids hofe., 

Difhgure not his Shop. 

Lon, Thu fame fhallgoea. 

He reades the Sonnet. 

D ; id not the heauenly Rhetoric\o{ thine eye? ■ 

Gain ft whom the world cannot hold argument % 
Perfwade my heart to this falfep riurie ? 

Zlovoes forthce broke defenses not pumjhment,. 
Awomanlforfworeftut IveUlp-one, 

Thou beinga Goddefe, Iforfwore not thee. 

Jldy vow was earthly , thou a heauenly Loue. 

T by grace bd sg gain'd, cures ail dif grace in me.. 

Vowes are but breath , and breath a vapour is. 

Then thou faire Sun , which on my earth do eft Jbine tt 
Exhale ft this vapor-vow r in thee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine ! 

If by me broke, what foole is not fo wife,, 

To lofe anoathy to win a Paradife l. 
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